WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
CHAPTER X
I
 NEVER regretted having brought only suit-cases to Nish; though
in the end I got away safely a month before the debacle and the
march across Albania to the coast. In fact, the only things I sent
for while I was there were some tinned stores in very portable shape,
which I believe proved a great boon to the Minister and my successor.
Matters looked already pretty black at Nish when I got there that
November, and I heard at Salonika that Sir Charles Des Graz had sent
his uniform-case down there for safety. Half Serbia had -been over-
run by the enemy, the Serb army was back at Kraguievatz, typhus was
raging, and everyone was profoundly discouraged. Belgrade itself,
which had held out rill then, fell on November 30th, and it looked as
if anything might happen.
Then came one of the most remarkable reactions of the whole war.
King Peter, who had been ill and had handed over the Government to
Prince Alexander as Regent, came out of his retirement at Banja Luka.
Mounted on a white horse he reviewed his troops and told them that
though he would quite understand if any of them desired to go back
to their homes, he himself was determined to die rather than to yield.
The effect on the Serbian army was immediate and electrifying. On
the night of December 2nd-3rd it began its great counter-offensive.
For eleven days it advanced without a halt, driving the Austrians
before it. On the i3th it re-entered Belgrade and by that evening
there were no Austrians left on Serbian soil, except for over 60,000
prisoners. The Serbs were indeed magnificent soldiers, and when at
King Alexander's funeral about twenty years later Goering's colossal
wreath, which he brought by air from Germany, was inscribed to "the
bravest of Germany's enemies," though I naturally found it invidious,
I was not surprised.
I followed closely in the rear of the advancing Serbian army and
actually entered Belgrade on December i4th. It was not an easy
journey, but was made possible for me by the kindness of an American
doctor, Ryan, who was hurrying to take charge of the hospital there.
The railway was only utilizable as far as Ralya, and the twenty-odd
miles of road from there to Belgrade itself were a sea of that mud
which King Alexander later described as "Serbia's best friend."
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